

T be T. ragedie of Richard D.of 

For I haue murdrcd where I fliould not kill. 

t/“ r_y \tt Exittyithhisfonne. 

lyZ’r’ ^ ee P e wretched man, lie lay thee tearefor tcare, 
« rcntjaKing, as,woe begone as thee, 

<±Akrmes,cmd enter the Queene. 

T C^ ent .' A' n va y my Lord.to Barmchg prefcntly, 

J he day is loft, our friendcs are murdered, 

Wo hope is left for v»; therefore away. 

„ . Enter Prince Edward, 

rtnee. Oh father fiic, 0 ur men haue left the Field? 

Take horfe fweete father s Iet vs faue our felues. . 

Enter Exeter. 

Exet. A way my Lord, for vengance come alone with him* 
Naydland not to expoftulatc; make hade, S 
Ur eJfccome after, lie away before, 

• Htn. Nay flay good Exeter, for He along with diee. 

Enter C'ufford&o’.mded frith an arrow in his neck?. 

Wecreburncs my candle out, 

I hat whilft it laded, gaue king Henry light. 

A-i L.tntajleril feare thine ouerchrow, 

More then my bodyes parting from my fo ule. 

My loue and teare,glude many frien des to diec, 

And no w I dic.diat tough commixture melts. 

Impairing Henry lengthened mifproud Torke, 

1 he common people fvvarme like fommer Flies: 

And whither flies the Gnats.buc to the SuniW 
^" d W' u ; Clines now hat Henries enemie? 

Oh Photons, hadfl thon ncuer giuen confent 
i tat Pnaeton fhould checkethy iierie iicedes, 

I by burning carrehad neuerfcorcln the eardi 
And Henry hadft thou liu’d as Kings fhould doc. 

And as thy fathered his father did, 

Gimng no foote vnto the houfe of York?, 
i,and ten thoufand hi this wofull land. 

Had left no mourning Widdowes for our dcathes* 

And thou this day hadft kept thy Throne in peace, 

I'or what doth cherifb Wcedes but gentle Aire.' 

And 


Y orkoj and tienrie the jixf. 

And whatmakes robbers bold, but Ienetic? 

Bootclefle are plaintes.and cureleffe are my woundcsr 
No way to flie,no ftrength to hold our flight: 

Thcfoeis merciiefle.and will notpittic me. 

And at their handes I haue deferude no pittie. 

The aire is got into my bleeding wonndes, 

Andmuch efFufeof blood doth make me faint: 

Come fe^and Richard, Warwick?, and therelt, 

3 ftabde your fathers,no w come fplit my breft. 

Enter Edward,Richard And Warwick* , 
and Souldiers. 

Echo. Thus farre our fortunes keepcs an vpward courfr, 
And we are graft with wreathes of vi&orie: 

Some troupes purfuc the bloodic minded Queenc 3 
That now towardes 'Barwickf doth poftc amaine, 

But thinkc you that Clifford is fled away with them? 

War . No,tis imposfiblehe fliould efcapet 
For though before his face I fpeake the wordes. 

Your brother Richardmavkx him for the grauc, 

And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead. 

Clijfer d gr ones, and then dyes. 

£d\v. Harke,what foulcis this that takes his heauic Icaue? 
Rich. A deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 

£dty. See who it is,and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe,let him be friendly vfed. 

Rich. Reuerfe that doome of inercie, for tis Clifford , 

Who kildour tender brother Rutland, 

And ftabd our princely Duke oiYorke . 

War. From off the gates of Torke fetch downc die head. 
Your fathers head which Qfford placed there. 

In ftead of that, let his fupply the roomc. 

Mcafure for meafure mud be anfwercd. 

8dw % Bring foorth that fatall skritch-Qwle to our houfe. 
That nothing fung to vs but blood and death, 

Now his y 11 boding tongue no more fliall fpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderftanding is beretd 

Say 





